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Summary 


There has been a lot of pain and joy in the lives of the Madrigals. These are a few moments; 
snippets of their lives, moments that defined them, moments that haunt them. 
And moments that wait for them in the future. 


Notes 


So no idea how long this will be. Probably as long as I can come up with ideas lol. I am 
taking prompts and as long as I can think up a decent one-shot for the prompt, then I'll write 
it. 

Prompts can be some past incident that was mentioned in the main story that you want to see 
play out. A specific interaction between characters. Or even just a line you'd love a certain 
character to say. 

I already have three written so the prompts will only start from chapter 4/5 onwards. 

Hope you all enjoy! 


Mami, Mami Look! 


“Mami! Mami! Look!” 


Alma turned and crouched down as Julieta came running up to her, an arepa cupped carefully 
in her little hands. 


“Mami I did it! I made it just like you taught me to!” 


“That’s amazing Juli,” Alma smiled at the excitement shining in her hija s$ eyes. Ever since 
finding out how her Gift worked, Julieta had been a diligent student when it came to cooking. 
She followed Alma everywhere in the kitchen, constantly asked questions and was always 
offering to help, to add a little magic to the cooking. 


Her Juli was so sweet, her Gift suited her giving nature so perfectly. She was a born healer. 
“Do you want to try it?” Juli asked shyly, offering the arepa. 

“T’d be honoured to eat your food mija. Anything you make is special.” 

Julieta beamed at her as she tried the food. 

“This is perfecto Juli. I couldn’t do any better,” she informed the five-year-old. 


Julieta clapped her hands in delight. “I made a couple more for Bruno and Pepa. Bruno 
skinned his knee again.” 


“Well then, let’s go make sure he gets fixed right up with your miracle food hmm?” Alma 
suggested, sweeping her hija up into her arms and carrying her towards the kitchen. 


Julieta cuddled into her hold as they gathered up the arepas and searched out her other niños. 


“Mami! Mami! Look!” 


Alma turned in time to have Pepa almost bowl her over. Her hija was jumping up and down 
and pointing at something above her head. 


“Oh, Pepita. That’s beautiful,” Alma murmured, kneeling down so that she could get a closer 
look at the rainbow that hung above Pepa’s red hair. 


Pepa beamed at her. 


“Bruno told me that I looked really pretty in my new dress and I got super happy and this 
showed up!” 


Alma couldn’t help smiling at that. Bruno’s mission most days was to make his hermanas 
smile as much as possible. Her hijo was such a sweet boy. 


“And you do look so pretty today,” she agreed as Pepa twirled to show off the new, yellow 
dress. “Mi sol, you are beautiful.” 


Another rainbow bloomed above her head as she threw herself at Alma in a hug and laughed. 
Alma held her sweet sunshine close. She loved it when Pepa was so unashamedly happy. 


“Mami! Mami! Look!” 


Alma looked up from her book to see Bruno come racing over to her, clutching something in 
his hands and beaming. 


“Yes Brunito?” she asked, setting the book aside. 


“Look what I made!” he cried excitedly, shoving a green glowing tablet into her hands. “I 
was having a vision and then this happened! You can see the vision!” 


Alma ran her fingers over the tablet in awe. The tablet very clearly showed exactly what 
she’d been planning to make them for dinner that night. 


She chuckled and scooped Bruno up to sit in her lap. 

“Were you hungry when you had your vision mijo?” she teased. 

He flushed and rubbed his neck sheepishly. “Maybe,” he admitted with a smile. 
“Ay, this is amazing Brunito. And so pretty. Your Gift is incredible.” 

He tilted his head back and beamed up at her, green eyes bright and vibrant. 
“You like it mami?” 

“T love it,” she assured him. “How did you make it?” 


“I had my vision in my room and lotsa sand flew around and then it turned green and made 
that!” 


“That explains your hair,” she chuckled, brushing some sand out of his curly hair. “Come on, 
I think you’ve earned an arepa with all that hard work. Making something so beautiful 
definitely deserves a reward. Then we’ll go try and clean that sand out of your hair hmm?” 


Bruno cheered and she chuckled again as she walked to the kitchen with him. 


Her precious hijo, he was really such a sweetheart. 


“Mami! Mami! Look!” 


Julieta let out an awed gasp as Isabela threw her hands up and flowers rained down around 
her. 


2? 


“That’s beautiful mija!” she cooed, sweeping her oldest up into a hug. 


Isabela beamed at her before spotting her Abuela and calling out excitedly. “Abuela! Abuela! 
Look!” 


She repeated her trick and Alma smiled slightly. 

“That’s very pretty Isa. But you’re making a mess.” 

Isabela looked down at the floor to see the scattered petals and deflated a bit. “Oh...” 
Julieta shot her mamá a look. “Don’t worry mija, it’s very pretty still. I like it.” 

That made Isabela light up a bit again. 

“Why don’t you go show your Tia? I’ve got to talk to Abuela quickly.” 


Isabela nodded eagerly and ran off when Julieta put her down, turning to have another 
argument with her mama. They’d been getting more frequent since Isabela got her Gift. 


There was no excited ‘mami, mami’ for Dolores. She spent the first few days after her fifth 
birthday locked in her room to hide from the noise until she finally started getting used to it. 


There was no more excited yelling from Dolores at all. She never raised her voice beyond a 
soft speaking volume again. 


“Mami! Mami! Look!” 


Julieta clapped at the sight of Luisa lifting a large potted plant that Felix and Agustin 
struggled to move between them. 


“That’s amazing mija!” she praised. 


“Luisa, don’t play around with that, you might break it,” Abuela scolded as she passed by the 
room. 


Luisa’s expression dropped as she lowered the pot again, murmuring an apology. 
Julieta sighed. 


“Why don’t you go show your papi how strong you are?” she suggested, getting Luisa to 
perk up again. 


Luisa nodded eagerly and ran off while Julieta tracked down her mama for yet another 
argument that would lead nowhere. 


“Mami! Mami! Look!” 


Pepa watched in delighted awe as her hijo shifted into a replica of Dolores and back again. 
“That’s amazing Cami!” she gushed. “You’re learning to control it so quickly!” 
She gathered him close and peppered his face with kisses as he laughed. 


“But how can it help the Encanto?” she heard her mama wonder behind her and she felt the 
crack of thunder down to her bones when she saw Camilo’s expression fall at the words. 


“Cami, why don’t you go show your papi your amazing impression of your hermana hmm?” 
she suggested. “See if you can fool him?” 


Camilo lit up at the idea, a wicked grin taking over his face as she shot off to find Felix. 
Pepa let her smile drop as she turned to face her mama. 

“Mama!” 

There was no excited ‘mami, mami’ from Mirabel either. There was only confusion and fear 


and a child who didn’t know why she was different. Or why her Abuela didn’t smile at her 
anymore. 


“Mami! Mami! Look!” 
Pepa smiled as Antonio rode around on his jaguar friend, toucan flying above him. 


“I see you Toñito! Be careful!” she called. She dropped her voice and didn’t even look at her 
mama standing next to her. “Not a word mama. Not a word.” 


She walked off, the chasm between parent and children too great to cross as Pepa searched 
out Mirabel, wanting to make sure she wasn’t sneaking off to hide again. Camilo had been 
keeping her well and truly trapped in the party much to Pepa’s amusement. 


“Tia, Tia!” Look!” 
Pepa stopped at her sobrina’s call, turning to find Mirabel grinning up at her. 


“I added Tio Bruno to my skirt! Do you think he’ll like it?” she asked, pointing to the image 
of a green rat on the material. 


Pepa smiled. “He’ll love it Mira. It looks amazing.” 


Dead Fish Girl 


Chapter Summary 


Triplets are about fifteen. 
Trigger warning for violence. 


Chapter Notes 


So! I decided to upload an extra chapter. Mostly because I need some help and bribery is 
a thing? 

I want to write a part in this story focusing on Mirabel's quinceanera, but I can do all the 
research I want with Google and still not get the information I really need for it. So 
those of you that know about them or have had one, please please help. What's 
important when it comes to one? What happens? What has the most importance and 
meaning? I have no experience with this and don't want to go in blind, I'd really like to 
do it justice. 

So angsty extra chapter in exchange for help? 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 
Bruno honestly didn’t know why they kept asking him for visions. They very rarely liked the 
results and yet they kept coming and asking. 
Demanding really. 
Like now. 


A little girl’s fish had been behaving strangely lately and so her indulgent older brother had 
decided that Bruno had to soothe her fears. So he and his friends had cornered him while 
Pepa and Juli were busy and dragged the teenager to a secluded corner where the kid was 
waiting impatiently with her fishbowl. 


This was not going to go well. 

“This is Mr. Bubbles!” she declared once Bruno was boxed in by the walls and older boys. 
“That’s nice,” he mumbled, rubbing his arm anxiously. 

“He’s been acting weird lately, but he’ll be fine right?” she asked hopefully. 


Her older brother’s glare told Bruno that he better be, or else. 


Not like he really had any say in the matter. In the fish’ future or actually doing this vision. 


So, with a sigh, he did what they asked (demanded), lighting the leaves on fire and letting the 
sand surround him. Predictably it made the boys back up. He didn’t really do visions in 
public anymore so it was usually shocking for anyone who saw it. 


Them backing up didn’t help though since he couldn’t stop a vision once it was started. He’d 
learned that the hard way. There was no escaping the situation. 


So he let it play out and his heart was heavier than the tablet that settled in his hands as the 
sand fell back to the floor. 


“I’m sorry,” he mumbled as the girl snatched the tablet from his hands. 


She let out a wail and Bruno braced himself just as the punch hit him. 


Pepa was initially drawn over by the sound of a crying child. She’d finished her chores early 
for the day so she’d been going to meet Bruno so they could go relax somewhere. 


As she got closer to the sound, she frowned as a new one reached her. Muffled grunts 
and cries of pain. 


She picked up the pace and turned the corner into the alley only to come to a dead stop at the 
scene before her. 


The crying child was clutching a goldfish bowl to her chest and bawling her eyes out while a 
shattered green tablet lay a few feet away from her. 


At the end of the alley, she could see three teenagers just a little older than she was kicking 
and punching at another figure that was lying on the ground. 


It was the familiar, green ruana the figure was wearing that brought the storm crashing down 
on them all. 


“What the fuck do you think you’re doing?!” Pepa snarled, stalking forward as a torrential 
downpour suddenly hit them all, thunder crashing overhead. 


The guys all spun around, paling at the sight of her striding towards her. 
“We warned him!” one of them tried to defend himself. 

“He killed my goldfish!” the child wailed. 

As Pepa got closer, she got a proper look at Bruno. 

And she saw red. 


That was the first time she ever struck someone with lightning. 


It hit the leader with precision, making him scream. The child screamed as well. 
“Get out! Get out of my sight!” Pepa shouted. “Get out before I kill you!” 


She shouldn’t be doing this in front of a child. She shouldn’t be doing this at all. It was 
wrong, mamá would be so mad she broke the rule of no hitting anyone with lightning. 


But she couldn’t bring herself to care. 


Because Bruno was lying bleeding on the floor, already unconscious. Because his hands were 
tied behind his back to stop him from protecting himself and there was an improvised gag in 
his mouth to keep him quiet. 


Because she didn t know how long they'd been hurting him for. 


One of the guys grabbed the kid and bolted. The other one got a grip on his buddy and 
dragged the moaning figure past her. 


Pepa couldn’t tear her eyes away from her hermano and they shrieked when electricity 
skittered over her skin when they passed, trying to move faster. 


Moments later, she was alone with Bruno in the alley. 


Her rage left her in seconds, fear taking its place and turning the rain icy. The thunder faded 
into silence and Pepa ran to her hermano’ side. 


“Bruno!” she cried, dropping to her knees. 


He looked terrible. There was horrible bruising all over his face and his breathing sounded 
wrong. 


“Oh, Brunito, it’s okay, I’m here,” she whispered frantically, shaking hands undoing the cloth 
that had been used to tie his hands behind his back and pulling the makeshift gag out of his 
mouth. 


Her anger threatened to rise again when she realised they’d torn the material from Bruno’s 
ruana but it was drowned out again when she saw the blood on the gag. 


“Bruno, Bruno, mi hermano, please,” she begged but he didn’t react, completely out cold and 
now drenched by the rain. 


Pepa didn’t know what to do. Juli was the healer between them. She was good at the comfort 
part and she knew what to do when someone was hurt. Pepa was the one who did the hurting. 
Sure she could handle it if Bruno had a few bumps and bruises, shoving an arepa in his 
mouth. But this was so much more serious. 


And she just didn’t know what to do. 


She gathered the limp form of her hermanito up in her arms, pulling him close in a futile 
attempt to keep him warm. Her fear was keeping the rain icy and this was probably making it 


all worse! 
“Pepa?!” 


Her head snapped around and she almost started crying in relief at the sight of Felix coming 
towards her. He must have seen the storm spring to life and come to check what was 
happening. 


“Felix! It’s Bruno, he’s really hurt and unconscious and I don’t know what to do!” she stared 
up at him pleadingly. 


Her novio s expression set into determination and he rushed to pick Bruno up. Pepa was 
reluctant to let him go but Felix gently urged her to. 


“Come on Pepita, we need to get him to Julieta,” he murmured. 


It almost hurt to relinquish her hold on Bruno, but she trusted Felix so she did. Her hermano 
looked so small in Felix’s arms. 


She scrambled to her feet and raced after Felix as he started to run for Casita. It felt like the 
trip took forever, that icy rain following them the whole way until they finally reached the 
house, Casita opening the door before they even got there. 


“Julieta!” Pepa screamed, panic clawing at her heart and starting to feed into the storm 
outside. At this rate, it was going to turn into a hurricane. 


Her hermana came racing out of the kitchen at her panicked shout and stopped dead at the 
sight of them. 


“Pepa? What-” 


“Some guys were beating up Bruno because of a stupid vision again and I don’t know how 
long they were doing it for. But he’s not waking up and there’s blood and I’m scared.” Pepa 
let out a sob. 


Julieta paled but hurriedly gestured for Felix to lay Bruno on the couch that Casita shuffled 
over to them. She covered her mouth in horror when she got a good look at him. In the light, 
he looked even worse and Pepa let out another sob. She should have been faster. Felix 
wrapped an arm around her and murmured reassuringly into her hair. 


“T-I’ll get some food,” Julieta said and the shake in her voice scared Pepa even more. 
She stared at her unmoving hermano fearfully as Felix swayed with her. 


She didn’t notice when the door opened behind her, too focused on Bruno and willing Julieta 
to hurry. 


She did, however, notice when mama started speaking. 


“Pepa! What is with this storm?!” she started angrily, Felix stiffening up beside her. “And 
what’s this I hear about you hitting someone with your lighting?!” 


Mama sounded livid. 

Pepa didn’t care, eyes still locked on her hermano. 

“T’d do it again,” she whispered. 

“What?” mama demanded sharply and under the panic and fear and pain, Pepa snapped. 
She whirled around to face her mama. 


“T’d do it again!” she shouted. “I’d do it again in a heartbeat! Because that bastard got what 
he deserved!” 


The storm rose to new heights and rattled even Casita as Pepa screamed. 


“T’d do it over and over again!” Pepa glared defiantly at her mama as tears raced down her 
cheeks. “And I will if Bruno doesn’t wake up.” 


It was like all her angry energy left her as she said those words and she collapsed against 
Felix, crying into his chest. 


“What?” mama asked, confusion breaking through her anger. 


“They were attacking Bruno,” Felix was the one to answer, voice tight with anger. “Pepa 
found him and chased them off with her lightning. He hasn’t woken up since she found him. 
Juli is getting food now.” 


As he said that, Julieta came racing back into the room, for once ignoring the fight happening 
between her mama and her hermana. 


“Come on Brunito, I need you to eat this,” she begged quietly, breaking off part of the arepa 
and trying to get her hermano to swallow it in his unconscious state. 


Their mama moved to see him better and stumbled in shock to see her hijo in such a state. 


Julieta let out a soft sob when she managed to coax Bruno into swallowing the food, doing it 
again with another piece as the myriad of injuries gradually disappeared. 


Pepa stumbled away from Felix to kneel next to the couch, gripping one of Bruno’s hands 
tightly in her own. 


Everyone seemed to hold their breath until Bruno let out a soft groan and blearily blinked his 
eyes open. 


Pepa finally stopped holding it back as she let out a wail, throwing herself forward to wrap 
him in a tight hug. The storm raged viciously, fed by her panic and residual fear of ‘what ifs’. 


“Pepa?” Bruno asked in confusion. 


Julieta sank into a nearby chair, letting her own fear hit her at last now that it was over. She 
stared ahead with glassy eyes, tears trickling down her cheeks. 


“Brunito,” their mamá sounded shaken and hazy green eyes turned to her. “What happened?” 


He blinked dazedly as he tried to think back. “Her fish is going to die,” he mumbled, eyes 
drifting closed again. “Her hermano wasn’t happy about that...” 


Pepa only cried harder into his ruana, holding him tight like she was afraid he’d fade away if 
she let go. 


That was one of the few times Alma apologised to the triplets, for not getting the whole story 
before shouting at Pepa. 


It was also the worst storm the Encanto had ever seen and people watched Pepa with fear for 
months as stories of the burns the teenager had sustained from the lightning circulated. Not 
that Pepa cared. It was worth it to see her hermano still breathing. 


It was the first time Julieta refused to heal someone, slamming the door in their face after 
demanding why she should help the boy who almost killed her hermanito. 


Bruno was the one to convince her to give some healing food, which she did grudgingly and 
on the condition that if he ever laid a finger on Bruno again, it would be the last time she 
helped heal him from Pepa's wrath. 


Pepa and Julieta didn’t leave Bruno’s side for months after, dragging him after them as they 
did their chores and snarling at anyone who even mentioned a vision in his presence. 


Eventually, it died down, their fear fading from ever-present to the occasional nightmare. 
When no more lightning strikes happened, the townspeople went back to normal as well. 


Bruno went back to doing his visions in his tower when his mama insisted and one day it was 
like the entire thing had never happened. 


Except for the girl who kept screaming that he killed her fish. 
Except for the hermana of the boy Pepa almost roasted with her lightning. 


That girl never let it go. Bruno took the accusations with a resigned sigh while Pepa bristled 
like a territorial cat at the words. 


They never failed to take her back to that alley where she found her hermanito half-dead 
from a beating over a fish. 


Whenever that girl, later woman with an impressive grudge, would repeat her accusations, 
storms usually followed. 


Fish weren’t a very popular pet for a long while in the Encanto. 


Chapter End Notes 


novio - boyfriend 


Try Me Bitch 


Chapter Notes 


Thanks to everyone who's been answering my question from the last chapter. It's helping 
a lot. 


“Would you back the fuck off?!” Pepa snapped at the teenager. She’d never bothered to learn 
her name after how annoying she’d proven herself. 


As far as Pepa was concerned she was ‘dead fish girl’. 


The teenager glared at Pepa but kept a healthy distance. She had seen this woman strike her 
hermano with lightning after all. 


Little Isabela watched in worry from Bruno’s arms while Bruno just hunched in on himself. 


“One fucking vision and suddenly every time your fish dies then its Bruno’s fault?! You do 
know that fish aren’t immortal right?” 


“Pepa,” Bruno muttered. “Language. Juli will kill you if Isa learns a swear from you.” 
The four-year-old watched them with wide eyes, arms wrapped around her Tio’s neck. 


They’d bumped into the little bitch while in the pet store, looking for something for Isabela. 
Apparently, 'dead fish girl' was picking out a new victim to take home and had practically 
foamed at the mouth when she spotted Bruno showing Isabela the fish. 


“He cursed me!” she accused. 
Pepa scoffed. “You’re just a terrible pet owner.” 


“He’ll just kill anything that she gets, he’s a bad omen!” she continued to insist and thunder 
rumbled in the distance. 


“Get a life,” Pepa rolled her eyes. “This is getting sad. Now stop interrupting our time with 
our sobrina.” She turned to re-join Bruno and Isabela. 


“Or what?” the girl spat. “You'll strike me down with lightning?” 


Yeah she was holding a grudge about that. That was fine, Pepa still held a grudge over her 
hermano almost beating Bruno to death. 


She glanced over her shoulder to eye the girl with a cold look. 


“Touch mi hermano and I won’t hesitate. Try me bitch.” 
The girl paled and scampered out of the store. 


Later, when they were walking back to Casita with Isabela holding her new plant since she’d 
decided she didn’t want an animal pet, she wanted a plant one, Bruno murmured quietly. 


“I hate that you have to do it. But thanks Pepa.” 

“Anytime Bruno.” She bumped their shoulders together. “I’ve always got your back.” 
“Tio? Tia?” 

They looked down at Isabela’s smiling face. 

“Fuck!” she beamed at them. 

The pair looked at each other. 

“Juli is going to kill me,” Pepa breathed. 

“I will miss you,” Bruno agreed. 


Isabela just smiled up at them, pleased to learn a new word. 


“Fish killer,” the woman muttered and Bruno sighed. Some things just didn’t change, even 
after ten years. 


He was about to just leave, ignore it like he always did, but a blur of colour shooting past him 
made him freeze. 


“What did you say?” Isabela demanded, poking the woman viciously in the chest with an 
impressive scowl on her face. “What did you just say about my Tio?” 


The town still wasn’t used to this new version of Isabela so the girl stumbled back in surprise 
at the assault. 


“You're still on about that stupid grudge? Honestly?!” Isabela crossed her arms. “How 
pathetic can you be? Your pet fish died. Get over it. It happens. It’s the circle of life. Better 
yet, stop getting the poor things. You keep killing them fine with no help from my Tio. Do 
you even feed the poor things?” 


The girl couldn’t get a word in edgewise as Isabela continued relentlessly. 


“Leave my Tio the fuck alone, okay? I’m sick of watching you people treat him like dirt 
because you didn’t get the future you wanted. News flash, your future, your problem! How 
about you try and fix your life instead of blaming it on my Tio all the time? And if you think 
you can continue with this crap you’ve got another thing coming.” 


She put her hands on her hips and raised her chin defiantly. 
“I don’t need my Gift to take some sad, pathetic little fish killer down. Try me bitch!” 


With that, she whirled around and stalked over to where Bruno was still frozen and grabbed 
his hand, dragging him along. 


“You, uh, you learned a lot more than ‘fuck’ that day,” he blurted out. 
Isabela gave him an amused look. 


“Of course I did Tio. I learned exactly what to do when that idiot was around. All bark, no 
bite that one.” 


He couldn’t help but chuckle as he caught up so she wasn’t dragging him along anymore. 
“Thank you Isa,” he murmured. 
“Anytime Tio. I’ve got your back.” 


As they approached the family where they were getting ready to head to the building site, 
Pepa caught sight of them. 


“Ready to go?” she asked. 


Bruno pointed to Isabela and in the most deadpan voice he could muster, stated, “This, is 
your fault.” 


And then he turned and followed Mirabel when she called for him to join them. 
Pepa stared after him in confusion, Julieta joining her. 

Isabela just smirked as she strode after them. 

“What was that about?” Pepa asked, catching up with her sobrina. 


“Dead fish lady,” Isabela answered, unsurprised by the grimace of distaste that took over her 
Tia s face. 


“What did she do?” Pepa asked dangerously. 

“Got the verbal smackdown of the decade,” Isabela declared, walking off. 

The mothers watched them go for a moment. 

“I don’t know what happened, but I agree with Bruno. It’s your fault,” Julieta sighed. 
“Hey!” 


“You have a history of being a bad influence after all.” 


“It was one swear word Juli!” 
“And half of Mirabel’s swearing vocabulary.” 
“That... is my fault. But the circumstances were different.” 


“My hija going through a ‘want to be a sailor phase’ was not a good reason to teach her to 
curse like one!” 


Mama’s Boy 


Pepa rested propped up against Felix’s chest as her personal miracle lay in her arms. Dolores 
peered around the door as Julieta and their mama moved around to clean things up. 


“Mija, you want to meet your hermanito?” Pepa asked quietly. 


Dolores perked up and nodded, slipping into the room and hurrying over to the bed. The six- 
year-old scrambled up onto the bed to get a look at the little bundle. 


“Meet Camilo,” Pepa whispered. “Your hermano.” 


“Camilo?” Dolores asked, trying out the name. Despite knowing the gender thanks to 
pestering Bruno, they hadn’t told anyone the name they’d picked out ahead of time. 


Pepa nodded while Felix gently brushed his fingers down their baby’s cheek. 
“Si,” Pepa smiled down at the newborn. “Our little Cami.” 


Dolores smiled. 


Pepa hummed a soft lullaby while a tiny hand held tight to her finger, swaying by the 
window. 


“He still won’t go to sleep?” Julieta asked quietly as she entered the nursery to check on 
Mirabel who was sleeping soundly. 


Pepa chuckled. “No, Cami is too curious to go to sleep yet,” she smiled as Camilo managed 
to snag a hold of her braid again. He seemed fascinated by her hair. 


“Do you want me to take him? So you can get some rest?” Julieta offered. “Mira is sleeping 
better than Luisa or Isabela ever did. But Camilo’s had you up most nights this week.” 


“Not tonight,” Pepa decided. “I don’t want to put him down yet.” 
Julieta moved over to take a peek and smiled as beautiful hazel-green eyes moved to her. 
“Admittedly, he’s quieter with you than he is with anyone else. Even Felix.” 


“He knows his mama,” Pepa cooed at Camilo when his eyes moved back to her. A smile 
broke out over her little boy’s face and she couldn’t help returning it. 


Despite his terrible sleeping schedule, he was still such a happy baby. Pepa returned to 
humming softly as Julieta left the nursery again. A little lost sleep was worth getting to spend 
time with her baby. She was so busy during the day lately... she feared failing to form a bond 
with Camilo because of that. Dolores had always been a daddy’s girl, from day one. 


She loved that they had such a close relationship, but she wished for it too. Her duties with 
the weather just kept her so busy... 


A small hand reached up to tug on her braid and she blinked back to herself, finding those 
bright eyes watching her curiously. 


“T’m fine Cami,” she promised. She leaned down to press a kiss to his forehead. “I’m fine.” 


Pepa loved her mama but sometimes she wanted to strangle her. Her cloud thundered above 
her as she shoved what she’d need into her bag. 


Trying not to focus on her complicated relationship with her mama, Pepa chanted ‘clear 
skies’ and headed out her bedroom door. 


She caught Bruno giving her an understanding look as he was shooed up to his tower for 
more damn visions for ungrateful people. Julieta was in the kitchen and Pepa could hear Mira 
chattering away at her excitedly. 


It made jealousy twist in Pepa’s chest. She couldn’t spend time with her children while she 
did her job like Juli could. She would never want them nearby when she watered the crops. 
Because seeing her cry always distressed them and they’d catch a cold from the rain. 


Pepa had hoped that her mama would understand why she wanted to take the day off. It was 
good weather, they weren’t in a dry season. 


It was Camilo’s birthday. 
But no, she refused to hear a word of it. ‘For the good of the Encanto.’ 


They were throwing a party for Camilo that night but Pepa had just wanted to spend the day 
with him. She’d done that with Dolores up to her third birthday when her mama had put her 
foot down, declaring that the fields would suffer if she continued to neglect her work. 


For one day, two days now, a year. She didn’t even ask for her birthday off! Or Felix’s! 
Pepa let out a sigh as she headed for the front door. 


“Mami!” the excited shout stopped her dead and she turned in time to catch the excited two- 
year-old that threw himself into her arms. 


“Hola Cami,” she smiled down at that beaming face, heart twisting at the thought that she 
might be about to wipe the smile away. 


“Where you going?” he asked curiously. 


Pepa sighed and secured him on her hip. “Mamá has to go water the crops. They’re very 
thirsty,” she explained. “T1 be back before your party tonight.” 


He frowned a little and her heart ached, remembering how her mamá used to spend her entire 
birthday with her and her siblings. And how much it had hurt when that eventually changed, 
when their chores became more important. 


“I come with?” he asked hopefully and Pepa regretfully shook her head. 
“Lo siento Cami. But you’ll get sick in the rain.” 
He pouted up at her. 


“PII be back before your party okay?” she promised again, kissing his hair and setting him 
down again. 


Dolores, her sweet hija, appeared from nowhere and took Camilo’s hand. 


“Let’s go play Cami. I'll let you know when mama is on her way back okay?” she suggested, 
leading her hermanito away. 


Pepa whispered a thank you to her as she headed down to the fields. 


By the time Pepa got back, she felt tired, as she always did after a long cry. The farmers had 
insisted on all the fields getting watered so she’d shed more than a few tears. She hadn’t been 
able to dredge up any anger this time. She just kept seeing her hijo 5 disappointed face. 


As she opened Casita’s door, she was surprised to be practically tackled. 


“Mami!” Camilo yelled excitedly. Pepa caught a glimpse of Dolores’ skirt vanishing into 
another room. She must have kept her promise and told Camilo when she was almost home. 


“Hola mijo. Are you having a good day?” she asked, her heart already feeling lighter as she 
picked him up. 


He nodded happily. “It’s better now that you’re home though mami!” he declared and she 
melted. 


“You only say that because you haven’t seen your cake yet,” she teased. 
He shook his head though. “Nu uh. Mami is better than cake,” he insisted. 


She hugged her little treasure close. She could almost forget the frustrations that had plagued 
her all day. 


“Such a charmer, just like your papá,” she cooed, peppering his face with kisses until he was 
giggling. 


Pepa went to bed that night with a smile and Camilo’s laughter echoing in her ears. 


“A shapeshifter! Actually very fitting to his new fixation on acting. Thanks for that Bruno,” 
Pepa chuckled as she held a sleeping Camilo in her arms. 


Bruno laughed sheepishly, rubbing the back of his neck. 


“You sure it’s not the dramatics he got from you?” he asked, fleeing from the room with a 
laugh at the glare she sent him. 


It had been a good day. She’d even been on good terms with Bruno during the day. Then 
again, Camilo adored Bruno. Seeing him so happy around his Tio did soften the anger she 
still carried around. 


She didn’t even know why she was still holding onto that. Or if it was even truly directed at 
Bruno, or at mama for always bringing it up. 


Pepa headed back to Camilo’s new room and admired the now quiet room. Instead of the 
lively colours from before, they were subdued. Reflecting the fact that Camilo was asleep 
probably. 


She tucked him into the bed, laughing a little when it changed size and shape in the middle of 
it all. 


“My little chameleon,” she whispered, pressing a kiss to his forehead. 
He barely stirred, tired out from playing with his Gift all night. 


Pepa brushed his hair back from his face before heading out to help clean up. 


“Mami?” Pepa looked up with a start, having been too focused on her mantra of ‘clear skies’ 
to notice her hijo coming up to her. He looked worried and she immediately reached out to 
pick up him, setting him in her lap. 


“What’s wrong Cami?” 
“Why didn’t Mira get a Gift?” he asked. “Why did the door go away?” 
Pepa swallowed hard, running her hand through his hair. “I don’t know Cami.” 


“Is Mira going to be okay?” he was staring up at her like she held all the answers he was 
looking for. 


She hated that she couldn’t answer his questions with confidence. 


‘She’ ll be fine,” she assured him even though she didn’t know what the hell was happening. 
“We’ll make sure she’s fine. She’s family after all.” 


That seemed to satisfy him and he leaned his head against her chest. 


She hoped that she hadn’t just lied to her hijo. 


“Mami?” 


Pepa turned slightly, faintly feeling the tears running down her cheeks. 
He was gone. 

“Mami?” 

He was gone. 

A small hand reached up to wipe the tears from her cheeks. 

“Mami?” 


He was... gone... 


“Mama? I made you some tea.” 


“Gracias mijo.” 


“Mama look!” 
“Ay Camilo, your shifts are getting better and better. III still know it’s you though.” 
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“Of course you will.” A confused frown. “You’re my mama. ’ 


“Camilo! What did you do?!” 
“They were complaining about the weather again. They deserved that egging.” 
“Oh mijo... you can’t keep doing this. Abuela is angry.” 


“T don’t care.” 


“Mijo, what’s wrong?” 

“Is my Gift useful mama?” 

“What? What do you mean?” 

“Some kids said that my Gift makes me nothing but the clown of the family.” 
A crash of thunder. 

“They said what? P 


“Wait mama! Aaaand she’s gone... oops...” 


“Ay, I should have known you two would be a nightmare together. Really Bruno? You went 
along with this?” 


“Cami is very persuasive.” 

“Thanks.” 

“You, be quiet.” 

“Tt was just a little paint.” 

“Camilo, you painted the entire church pink! I don’t even know how you managed that!” 
“Thank you.” 


“That wasn t a compliment Bruno!” 


“Mama?” 

“Hmm?” 

“Are you happy?” 

“Of course I am mijo.” 
“Promise?” 


Pepa pulled her boy, now a teenager, a young man already, close in a hug. She pressed a kiss 
to his forehead. 


“T promise.” 


“Good.” 


Dos Oruguitas 


Chapter Notes 


This chapter is based on a prompt from suu. Hope I did it justice! 
Got the lyrics off of Google so hopefully they're correct. 


It surprised exactly no one that Mirabel and Camilo got sick after their day of running around 
in the rain. For fifteen-year-olds, the pair really did lack common sense sometimes. 


“Ay, and during the busiest time of year,” Pepa sighed. It was planting season. And while the 
stress and pressure from their jobs had been drastically reduced, they still did them. She 
usually curled up with a good, sad book when she needed to water the fields now. But it was 
much less often lately. And sometimes Bruno even wrote her something to read and then 
handed over a happy ending when she got back which cleared up the clouds in no time. 


Julieta sighed in agreement. She was busy herself. Her own work schedule had decreased 
exponentially but she’d agreed to help an ill, elderly couple. They were dying from their 
illness but her food could ease the pain and make it easier on them. That was taking up all her 
focus at the moment. 


“TIl watch them if you want?” Bruno offered, having walked in on the conversation. 
His hermanas looked at him in surprise. 


“Everyone’s busy today but I’m still not really comfortable with going into town. Especially 
on my own. I don’t mind staying home to watch them. I’ve done it before.” 


That was true, Bruno was the default sick-sitter before he disappeared. He was good with 
keeping the kids calm and entertained while they were sick. 


“Are you sure Bruno?” Pepa asked, because she never wanted to assume again. 
Healthy communication was being promoted in the Madrigal household now. 


He gave them a small smile. “I really don’t mind watching them,” he reassured her. “Leave 
some soup behind and I’Il see about getting them to eat it and then getting them to sleep.” 


Both Pepa and Julieta thanked him in relief and in no time the house was emptying as 
everyone went off to do their own thing, Dolores promising to keep an ear out if Bruno 
needed help. 


When Pepa finished with her watering and met up with Julieta in town, she made eye contact 
with Dolores who gave her a reassuring smile. It eased her worries but Julieta and Pepa still 


left early, well before they normally would. Mama only gave them an understanding smile as 
they said their goodbyes, Julieta firmly cutting off one pushy villager before they headed 
back to Casita. 


The house was quiet when they arrived and a quick check in Mirabel and Camilo’s rooms 
proved that they weren’t there. 


Before they could worry though, Casita nudged them towards Bruno’s room. 
They heard it when they reached the door. 


“Dos oruguitas enamoradas.’ 


Pepa paused with her hand above the doorknob and exchanged a surprised look with her 
hermana. 


“Pasan sus noches y madrugadas. ” 

She inhaled sharply when she placed the words as realisation dawned in Julieta’s eyes. 
“Llenas de hambre 

Siguen andando y navegando un mundo.” 


Pepa closed her eyes against the tears even as a smile pulled at her lips. The door clicked 
open without her touching it and opened quietly. 


“Que cambia y sigue cambiando 

Navegando un mundo 

Que cambia y sigue cambiando. ” 

Their hermano was sitting cross-legged on his bed. Mirabel was curled up against his side, 
hugging his arm like a teddy bear. Camilo was resting with his head in his Tio s lap, Bruno 
carding his fingers through his curls. 

And Bruno was singing. It was quiet, soft, like a lullaby. 

And oh, they remembered this song. 

“Dos oruguitas paran el viento 

Mientras se abrazan con sentimiento 


Siguen creciendo, no saben cuándo. ” 


Faint memories of all three of them curling up with their mamá in her bed as she sang to 
them came back to Pepa. Those were the good times. Before mamá fixated on the Gifts and 
focused on the town. Before she started to only see the clouds above Pepa’s head or the 
amount of food that Julieta cooked. 


“Buscar algun rincon 

El tiempo sigue cambiando 
Inseparables son 

El tiempo sigue cambiando. ” 


Singing the lullaby their papá had sung them the day they were born. Oh, but they’d 
memorised that song. Pepa and Julieta had stopped singing it after a while as it only seemed 
to make their mamá sad as the years passed. But Bruno never did. 


“Ay, oruguitas, no se aguanten más 
Hay que crecer aparte y volver 
Hacia adelante seguirás 

Vienen milagros, vienen crisálidas 


Hay que partir y construir su propio futuro.’ 


Bruno had held onto that piece of their papá. And he’d continued to sing the song. Whenever 
one of the children was sick, or sad or when he just needed to soothe one of them for some 
reason. He’d sing them this song. 


Mamá had never grown angry about it. Instead, she’d always seemed... sad. Just sad, to hear 
her hijo sing it. 


They’d never understood. 

Until Bruno disappeared and took the song with him. 
“Ay, oruguitas, no se aguanten mas 

Hay que crecer aparte y volver 

Hacia adelante seguiras 

Vienen milagros, vienen crisdlidas 


Hay que partir y construir su propio futuro.’ 


With Bruno gone, there was no one singing that song. And the thought of it only brought 
their grief to the surface since they’d so completely tied it to him in their minds. 


So they never sang it, deflected when the children asked for it. 
And it faded from the house. 


“Dos oruguitas desorientadas 


En dos capullos bien abrigadas 

Con suenos nuevos 

Ya solo falta hacer lo necesario. ” 

Bruno faltered a bit when his hermana ’ voices joined his but he didn’t stop. He didn’t stop 
when they carefully settled on either side of him either, Julieta next to Mirabel and Pepa on 
the other side and resting a hand on Camilo’s arm. 

“En el mundo que sigue cambiando 

Tumbando sus paredes 

Ahi viene nuestro milagro 

Nuestro milagro 

Nuestro milagro 


Nuestro milagro.’ 


Pepa rested her head on his shoulder and closed her eyes. Just remembering the time when 
her relationship with her mama hadn’t been complicated, hadn’t been so strained and 
confused. 


“Ay, mariposas, no se aguanten mas 
Hay que crecer aparte y volver 
Hacia adelante seguiras.” 


She wondered what her papa would think of the state of the family right now? Of Pepa’s 
inability to forgive her mama this time? 


Would he be upset? 

Would he understand? 

“Ya son milagros, rompiendo crisdlidas 
Hay que volar, hay que encontrar 


Su propio futuro.’ 


She wondered what kind of life her family would have lived without the tragedy that marked 
her mama so badly. 


“Ay mariposas, no se aguanten mas 


Hay que crecer aparte y volver 


Hacia adelante seguirás 
Ya son milagros, rompiendo crisálidas 
Hay que volar, hay que encontrar 


Su propio futuro.’ 


She’d never know what her papá would have thought. She only knew him through her 
mama 5 scattered and reluctant stories. 


She understood that reluctance all too well now after how painful it had been to finally tell 
the niños about Bruno when she thought him dead. 


“Ay mariposas, no se aguanten más 
Hay que crecer aparte y volver 
Hacia adelante seguirás. ” 


Ironically, her hermano s disappearance had given her a painful understanding of the grief her 
mamá carried around every day. And how that grief never got any lighter. 


You only grew used to carrying it. 

“Ya son milagros, rompiendo crisálidas 
Hay que volar, hay que encontrar 

Su propio futuro.” 

They all trailed off into silence at the end of the lullaby, Mirabel and Camilo deeply asleep. 
“It’s been a long time since I heard that song,” Julieta whispered. 

Pepa hummed in agreement. 


“T’d almost forgotten how well you could sing Brunito,” she continued. 


“Juli, everyone in this family can sing. They do so at the top of their lungs on a daily basis,” 
Bruno deadpanned, making Pepa snort. "I swear we live in a musical." 


“That’s true,” she murmured. “Thank you for taking care of them today Brunito.” 
“Why don’t you two take a nap?” he suggested. “You’ve been busy lately.” 
Pepa just hummed, quite comfortable where she was. 


“I don’t think Pepa plans on moving,” Julieta laughed softly. 


“Take a break,” Bruno must be directing that at Juli since Pepa was well on her way to sleep 
already. 


Her family was happy and safe. Her hermano was home and alive. 
What more could she ever want? 
She drifted off to the sound of humming. 


Ay, Bruno never played fair. That always put her out like a light. 


Haunted House 


Chapter Notes 


Wow, this took me a while to get back to lol. Hope you enjoy! Thanks to those in the 
Encanto server who helped me with some ideas! 


Prompt by Marykatebooks 

Ever since you mentioned that Juliet’s liked horror books, I can’t stop thinking about it! 
Think you can write a one shot expanding on that? Maybe the fact that she just doesn’t 
get scared in general? 


It was a well-known fact that you didn’t interrupt a bookworm while they were reading. 
Agustin knew this very well. 


Which was why he wasn’t surprised by his wife’s foul mood in the slightest when the kids all 
dragged the adults out of the house and to town when she was just getting to the good part in 
her latest book. 


Bruno and Pepa had noticed the mood as well and were wisely walking on the other side of 
the group. 


The kids didn’t notice, too excited about dragging the whole family out to the attraction in 
town. Someone had set up a haunted house for some spooky fun and they’d insisted that it 
should be a family experience. 


Agustin sighed as Julieta muttered something under her breath. This would be quite an 
experience... 


The place certainly looked spooky admittedly and he eyed it nervously. He’d never 
understand why some people liked to be scared. He still didn’t understand Julieta’s love of 
horror books. He’d tried to read one once... 


He hadn’t slept for a week. 


“Let’s go!” Mirabel called excitedly and they all trooped into the attraction with varying 
levels of enthusiasm and willingness. 


They really should have expected the chaos that followed. 


Pepa had never been a fan of spooky things or getting frights so she screamed the moment 
the first person dressed up as a ghost jumped out at them. Lightning almost struck the poor 
volunteer while she quite literally jumped into Felix’s arms, making Isabela snicker. 


“It’s alright mi amor,” Felix assured while the cloud rumbled above him and Pepa looked 
torn between anger and fright. “I’ve got you.” 


Agustin glanced at Julieta while he waited for his heart to calm down and found her staring 
straight ahead, still scowling and not looking bothered by the jumpscare in the least. 


And then Camilo opened his mouth. 
“You know. I heard rumours that this haunted house was cursed.” 


“What?!” Pepa shrieked. Felix looked intrigued and Julieta scoffed under her breath. Isabela 
rolled her eyes. 


“Cliche,” Julieta muttered, making Dolores’ lips quirk in amusement. 
“I’m sure it’s not actually cursed,” Mirabel scolded but she looked a little nervous now. 


“It sounded pretty convincing,” Camilo said with a straight face. “Apparently once you enter, 
you can never leave.” 


The family glanced back the way they came, unable to see the entrance in the dark. 
“It’s an adventure!” Felix declared while Pepa whined and the others shifted nervously. 


“Apparently the ghosts of the attraction’s previous victims haunt the place,” Camilo 
continued as they started moving forward again. 


Pepa’s cloud grew a bit and Isabela tried to smack Camilo. She was looking a little freaked 
out now, although she was doing a good job of hiding it. 


Luisa was looking a lot freaked out. Agustin knew she liked spooky things even less than he 
did. He sighed to himself as he caught sight of the mischievous grin on Camilo’s face. 


This was a bad idea. 


Someone dressed as a vampire got screams from Pepa, Isabela and Luisa and another bolt of 
lightning. 


A fake werewolf swinging into view almost got impaled by Isabela’s plants. 


A bunch of toy bats falling on their heads as they turned a corner almost sent Luisa into a 
panic. 


Julieta looked bored through it all. “The fake blood is so bad,” she complained as Mirabel 
and Pepa climbed down from where they’d jumped on Felix and Luisa respectively. 


“Can we leave?!” Isabela demanded, voice a little higher in pitch than usual. 
“That’s the question,” Camilo said ominously. “Can we?” 


Isabela tried to hit him again. 


“Let’s just get to the exit,” Mirabel suggested, looking a bit twitchy by now. 
Agustin was fully on board with that plan. 

They walked into the next room and it suddenly plunged into complete darkness. 
Absolute chaos broke out. 


There was screaming and frantic running around, people bumping into each other and 
screaming some more. 


The room was only lit up by sporadic flashes of lightning which just confused and freaked 
people out more. Pepa was back in Felix’s arms, screaming her head off. Mirabel and Isabela 
were tangled together on the floor in a pile of vines. 


Dolores was covering her ears and squinting at them all in annoyance. Bruno might have 
fainted. That or he was playing possum. 


Luisa was running away from someone in a cloak and freaky mask. Agustin was 
unashamedly hiding behind Julieta who let out a long-suffering sigh . 


She walked over to the side of the room and flicked the lights back on. 
“Camilo, stop scaring Luisa,” she scolded. 


The cloaked figure stopped and shrugged, shifting back into their sobrino s familiar form. 
“Can you blame me for seizing the opportunity?” he asked with a wide grin. 


“Dios mio, none of you would survive in a horror,” Julieta muttered in exasperation. “Bruno, 
stop playing dead.” 


“It’s a valid survival strategy,” he complained as he sat up. 
“Tt’s really not,” Julieta deadpanned. 


Pepa was still clinging tightly to Felix who didn’t look like he minded in the least, 
murmuring sweet things to her to calm her down. Isabela and Mirabel took a few minutes to 
untangle themselves from each other and the vines. 


“How come you didn’t get scared mama?” Mirabel pouted. 


“Because that was an amateur attempt at best,” Julieta huffed. “There weren’t even any 
distant screams or fog. The atmosphere was completely flat.” 


“That was nothing compared to your mamás books,” Bruno pointed out. “Those things are 
terrifying.” 


“They’re not that bad,” Julieta defended. 


“They are!” Pepa and Bruno yelled back. 


“You’re completely desensitised to horror!” Pepa gestured wildly around them. 
“This was baby horror,” Julieta sniffed. 

“And this is why you’re scary,” Bruno pointed out, getting a glare from his hermana. 
“You’re all so dramatic,” she huffed. 


The argument cut off when a man covered in fake blood and swinging a cleaver leapt out of 
the shadows with a roar. 


Pepa and Isabela screamed before bolting. So did Felix. Mirabel and Luisa were close 
behind. Camilo unintentionally shifted a couple of times in his fright before following them 
and Bruno dropped back to the ground while Agustin yelped. 


Julieta turned to eye the man with a critical gaze. 


“Three out of ten. The colour of the blood is wrong. And that cleaver is so obviously blunt it 
would cut through bread.” 


He loved the woman. But Agustin was the first to point out that a healer was one of the most 
terrifying horror fans there were. 


In the end, the owners of the attractions politely asked them not to come back because morale 
took a nosedive with Julieta’s harsh scores, Pepa electrocuted someone and Bruno faked a 
very believable heart attack which sent them into a panic. 


Pepa also punched someone who made Felix scream, her protective side overpowering her 
fright for a brief moment. Felix predictably swooned. 


Isabela wouldn’t come down from where she’d pulled herself out of reach on the ceiling with 
her vines and Luisa was crying in the corner, which made all the volunteers feel terrible. 


Camilo was missing and Pepa was convinced that the house had taken him while Felix was 
trying to reassure her that he was probably already halfway home after sneaking out the 
employee exit. 


Mirabel weakly suggested they leave and do something else next October. 


Julieta just wanted to get back to her book. 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


